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Unto such shall be granted amongst the good-
doers                                                                  299
To win the way out all whole from the war-race.
Then boun they to faring, the bark biding quiet;
Hung upon hawser the wide-fathom'd ship
Fast at her anchor.    Forth shone the boar-shapes
Over the check-guards golden adorned,
Fair-shifting, fire-hard; ward held the farrow. *
Snorted the war-moody, hasten'd the warriors
And trod down together until the hall timbered,
Stately and gold-bestain'd, gat they to look on,
That was the all-mightiest unto earth's dwellers
Of halls 'neath the heavens, wherein bode the
mighty;                                                                310
Glisten'd the gleam thereof o'er lands a many.
Unto them then the war-deer the court of the

proud one

Full clearly betaught it, that they therewithal
Might wend their ways thither.    Then he of the

warriors

Round wended his steed, and spake a word back-
ward :
Time now for my faring;  but the Father All-

wielder

May He with all helping henceforward so hold you
All whole in your wayfaring^   Will I to sea-side
Against the wroth folk to hold warding ever.